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THE NOBLE SLEIGHISTS. 


“ Taking advantage of the recent downfall of snow, Poor Pa has been busy lately startling the inhabitants of Battersea and neighbourhood and Poor Ma 
with a display of what he calls real Arctic sleighing. A thoroughbred not being forthcoming, a donkey has been pressed into the family service, and Papa’s 
and Alexandry’s daily struggles with this animal form a delightful spectacle to passers-by, As a token of regard, my Parents the other day were presented 
with a dozen or so well-developed snowballs by a few Battersian lambs. Somehow or another neither Papa nor Mamma seemed to appreciate the gift.” —Toorsir. 


SOME HINTS ON PRESENCE OF MIND. UNDER THE BED. \ 


On August 20th, 1840, Mr. William Miller Mackreth, a 
commercial traveller stopping at the Old Angel Inn, Lud- 
low, had a very horrible experience. 

He went overnight to bed in Room 17 at about eleven 
o'clock. “Iam most positive,” he said in the witness-box 
about seven months later, “I locked the door. 1 tried it. 
I went to bed, but did not look under it. I was asleep in 
two minutes, I was awoke in the morning, and found my 
left hand ina wound in my neck. —[ was lyingon my back. 
1 felt suffocating, and felt raw flesh, and said, ‘Good God ! 
what's this?’ I rose up, anda hand came upon my chin 
and pressed me back. I pushed the hand off and shrieked 
out. At that time [ believe a cut was intlicted across my 
faces it cut my tongue. TP got out of bed in can instant, 
carrying all the clothes with me, I felt pulled back by the 
left shoulder. 1 was aware that someone was in the room, 
and made an alarm by breaking the glass. 1 cried, ‘Helv! 
murder! fire!’ I tried to find the door. I heard a rustle 
on the left-hand side, where the door is. I saw a little light 
through the door ; it was open about four inches. I fancied 
IT heard persons downstairs. [ held by the bannisters and 
made some noe and he ms lies wu ut his ae and 
Pee iat ‘ Mr. Cooke (the landlord) said. *Go back to your bedroom, 

- ahh ; ; ny , you feel certain he’s going If your mother-in-law insists on going to look for : 7 aaa yp? ade siz re 
‘tee ean gone de age ey Beat oe Se grasp him hy the an canape of gas with a naked ‘candle, don't prevent, be a ies Bere : ‘ neds ens ane wee 
\tees a handkerchief to your distorted visage, you hand and ery, “The very chap I've been looking for. her. Just step down the street and post a Ictter ted bi 1 bees sip it A De en ee ier eae nTGliee 
can get fifty yards’ start before he recognises you. Can you lend me a fiver for a week or two? while she’s amusing herself. , When ecume faint. surgeon came immediately. 


whe 


+t : nar , i 7 . te oo a 


oe le ee pti hai fata Aas Dia Bi pre : . : 
fis es anaemia ee ae 


26 


Who committed this murderous assault? The half-murdered 
man was not known to the landlord, but he carried with him busi- 
ness-cards and samples, All the others who slept that night at the 
inn were well-known, with one exception, a M r. Josiah Mister, who 
occupied Room 20. The conduct of this person was £0 peculiar 
that suspicion fell on him at once, and the policeman, called in at 
four o'clock in the morning, had him in custody by six. In his 
pockets were found a small piece of alum, two halfpennies, a far- 
thing, and a bit of a broken penny piece, He had with him no 
great-coat or luggage. 


It appeared that Mr. William Ludlow, 2 wealthy cattle dealer 


and butcher of Birmingham, was in the habit of visiting Shrews- 
bury and Ludlow Fairs, stopping at the Unicorn at the former 
ace, and at the Angel in the latter, and for two years had regu- 
arly slept in No.17. About a week before the first of the two 
fairs, Mister had been making inquiries respecting Mr. Ludlow's 
habits, and arrived at the Unicorn ona Sunday, Mr. Ludlow coming 
after him on Monday. He inquired in what room the cattle dealer 
slept, and was told that he shared a double-bedded room with a 
friend. He took his meals in the same room with Mr, Ludlow, and 
ascertained that he was coming from Birmingham to Ludlow by 
the Red Rover coach in a week's time, on a Wednesday. 

Mister stopped a night longer than the other at the Unicorn, and 
then slipped away without paying his score. Inquiries made by 
the police elicited the fact that he had after this slept three nights 
in barns nnd outhouses, and had begged for food, and had been 
secn hanging round the outskirts of Ludlow, making inquiries as 
to the time of the arrival of the Red Rover, When it came in 
sight, he ran by the side of it and entered the inn at the same time 
ns the cattle dealer, saying he had also come bd the coach outside, 
Ludlow having ridden inside. He had tea wit! Ludlow, on whom 
he had forced his acquaintance, inquired of the chambermaid which 
was Ludlow’s bedroom, and retired to bed earlier than any other 
guest, cursing the “boots ” for keeping him waiting. 

When the landlord had seen the wounded man back to his room 
and procured a light, he met Mister in his shirt in the passage, and 
throughout the surgical operations he hovered about sti ] undrezsed 
although told to dress himself. When at last he did so, he appeared 
without boots or stockings, saying the latter had been somehow 
fois the confusion, a statement which, at the time, caused much 
astchishment. They were white stockings, and some months later 
a dirty pair were discovered ina dark corner of the brewhouse. 
Shortly after Mister’s arrest, a black-handled, blood-stained razor 
was found ina yard, into which it could have been thrown from 
Mister’s window, where the window curtain was blood-stained. A 
similar razor was found in Mister’s old lodgings in Birmingham, 
and he was known to have had such a pair. 

Beneath the victim's bed were a few lucifer matches, rare things 
in 1840, and some were found in the man’s possession. A towel 
was missing from his bedroom, and some water, in which blood 
and alum were found, was in his room. He was condemned to 
death and hanged, protesting his innocence. 

e * * « ° e 
FROM THE LECTURIES. 
wee av turn of the gass an loc that beeste off a boi inn the all, 
wee ara maikin trax down the lain. 
orror! the sound off foott stepps. 
the avengerr iss on thee worr parf. 
(Nezt week, “ The Onc-Pound Note”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


** he plate es wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped envelope barge enough to contain the 
contributions submitied, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Thanks: we're much obliged, CoL.omno, For 7 compliments 
sincere, Nonsense, ¥. 8. G., entirely, He would scorn the whole 
idea, Try for one from Larks! then, ARTHUR; No, we cannot, 
H. F. BALL. Thank you, BARON, for potato; Very kind we 
tucall. Very clever of you, MIDGET; Glad you the it, ¥.C.8. 
That's, of course, the object, SIMLA, To relieve their dire distress. 
Net at present, thank you, PHILIP, Space is difficult to Sind, 
What's it matter, WILLIAM BoLTox? None of them would ever 
mind, =~ 
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JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


Sherman, They tell me that Meckly’s very much attached to his 
wife. 

Nmithere. Attached to her? Well, yes, I believe you. Tied to 
her apron strings, I call it. +. 


ScENE— Ballroom, ; 
Gortic. Oh. Jack! dovsn't Mr. Lappitup dance beautifully? I 
think he’s quite swan-like in his motions. 
Her Brother. He is. V've seen him in the refreshment-room 
seven or eight times during the evening, and I noticed he put his 
beak into pretty well everything. s 


2 
WHAT means those agonizing groans? 
That horror-striking curse? 
Our funny man upstairs, that's all, 
He's knocking off, his verse. 


Brownjohn, Vve got aletter here from Quillscratcher, the famous 
novelist, you know?) Wonderfully literary hand he writes, don't 
you think / 
* Jamicson (surveying the missive), Humph! Oh, literary hand, 
do voueall it?) Well if it was anybody's but an author's, i should 
eall it wonderfully illiterate. as 

Mr. Spinaker, 1 see that this paper says that, in proportion, a 
spider is seven times stronger than 9 lion. P , 

Mrs. Spinaker, And yet you laugh at me for being afraid of them. 
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FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 509.--The “ Black Monday " Costume. 


“I say, chappie, you were there COMPOSERS COMICALLY 
when they were giving noses away.” COMMUNICATED. 
“ Yes, Johnnie, and bokos were looking 
up when you were about.” No. 6.—Rub in stain. 


She, Well, how Go you like the play, dear? 
He. Not much; but the whisky’s capital. 


ZOO-ILLOGICAL STUDIES. 


Rat-tlesnakes, becoming for fancy balls. 


aye 


The new Sloper Costume is very 


[Saturday, Janvary 27, 1894. 


Café Monico, 
Lottie Lovely. What an awkward-looking girl that Mary Sluin- 
acl is, to be sure! s , 
The Man. But she’s clever. She can cook a capital dinner. 
Lottie Lovely, That may be; but she certainly docs not know 
how to eat one. *\* 


Sie was a regular old stager, who had come out for a day's 
shopping with fourpence halfpenny to spend, She had kept two 
girls and a man busy for about three-quarters of an hour, and then 
she said, “No, I don’t like any of those. Show ine something 


else.” The urbane proprietor stepped forward. “Allow me, 
a to show you something. This way.” And he showed her 
the door. 


t 
* 

Snipper. T don’t think much of that, Miss Softic. I know she's 
got enty of money, but she hasn't 2 word to say for herself, 
© Yes" or “No” is all you can get out of her. 

Snapper. Five thousand pounds a year, my boy, under her own 
control! If 1 can only get * Yex vi gut of her, that will do for me. 


te 
HE never longs for drinks so much 
As when full well he knows 
That all the pubs. for half an hour 
Have been securely closed. 
s 
Guesie. Aw—er—I'm afwaid I shall—aw—have to change my 
tailah, old chappie. , 
Freddie, Gwacious! Why, deah boy, doesn’t he fit you pwo- 
perly, then, the wuffian ? . 
Guasic, Oh, ya-as, perfect. But the scoundwel has had the impu- 
deuce to ask me for his bill. *\* 


SceNE—Family Picture Gallery. | 

The Heir's Sister. Do you know, dear, you remind me wondcr- 
fully of that picture of Sir Bevys there? 

Fair Friend (who entertains designs on the heir). Dear me, dar- 
ling! Why? 

The Heir's Sister. Well, that picture's after an old master, aud 
you're after the young one you know, love. 

ss 


s 

*Arry. Wot's these woman's rights as there's 80 much blooming 
talk about, mate? 

Bill. 1 don't rightly understand ‘em myself, mate; but, as far 
as I can make out, it’s their way of sc:appin’. A man always 
uses his left, don'teherknow, and so, in order tu be contiary, 
women goes in for their rights. « 

s 


Railway Restaurant. 
Waiter. Yes, sir; please, sir, we always takes the moncy for hot 
coffee with the order, sir. 
Customer. Why is that? 
Waiter. Why, you see, sir, it’s hot, and you might have to catch 
yer train before you'd tinished it, Thankee, sir. 
ss 


s 
Spinster Aunt (fishing for compliment). Ah, well, you young 
folks seem to do as you lease with the men, now. I don’t suppose 
you'll ever hear of my marriage. 
Just Engaged Niece. Oh, don't despair, auntic; a blind man 
may come aiong one of these days, you know. 
[Aad yet she wondered why her relative didwt give her a 
wedding prescut. 
er 


s 
THE architect, though free from guile— 
Deny it, if you can— 
Ig, notwithstanding, all the while 
A most designing man, 
es 


s 
Overheard at the Mitre. 
First Man, Ah, my boy, say what you like, there's nothing io be 
compared to a good glass of bitter, 
Svcond Man. Think not? 
First Man. Vm sure of it. 
Sccond Man, What about another good glass of bitter? 
ss 


s 
Juarryman's New Wife. I'm a-goin’ to blow out my copper 
chimbley, Mrs. Oldwife. We allers used gunpowder at ‘ome, an’ 1 
don't un’erstand this ‘ere dynamite. How much will [ want? 
Ure. Oldwife. Well, some folks says it’s stronger nor powder an’ 
some says 'tisn't ; you'd best make sure, howsomever, and uxe, say, 
twice as much. VERDICT.— Gone away. Left nv address. 
se ¢ 


s 
At the cheap Dispensary. 

Doctor. Yes, you're very bad. I'll send you some medicine, and 
call and see how you are to-morrow. What is your name? 
ae My name is Smith, doctor ; I belong to your Benevolent 

ub, 

Doctor. Oh-h-h! Do you? Well, then, on second thoughts, 
here's a couple of pills, take them, and if you're no better you can 
look in again next week. ee 

s 


Tottie. Fancy, I had a chance of having some oysters last night, 
and yet I didn't have them after all. 
Masher. I'm surprised at that, because you're so—er—er—awfully 
fond of ‘em, don't you know. Er—er—why didn’t you have ‘em? 
Yottie. Because you wouldn't pay for them, you old skintlint. 
ss 


s 
Pastor. You should not have irritated him. Remember always 
that a soft answer turneth away wrath. 
Bastor. Well, I called him “old bladder of lard.” Couldn't be 
nothing much softer than that, I should think. 


s 
No man this fickle clime of ours 
So madly aggravates, 
As that unhappy wretch who tries 
To live by letting skates. 


2 
Poet, Er—have you—er—read that little book of verses of mine 
I sent you? : 
Friend. Yea, my boy, I have; there's a fortune in your poems— 
a fortune, my boy. 
_ Poet (delighte y). You think so? You would advise me to pub- 
lish them, then? 
_ Friend, Publish ‘en? No; advertise ‘em as a certain cure for 
insomnia, and you'll be paying income tax on ten thousand a year 
in a twelvemonth, es 
& 


’ “ How—how shall [ express my sentiments towards you, dar- 
ling?” he asked, fondly. And the fair girl turned her Justrous 
violet orbs upon him, and answered, “ Put ‘em on paper, George, 
dear ; put ‘em on paper. I really should like to feel pretty safe 
with someone for achange.” 5 « 

s 


Biffer. You look sleepy, old chap. 
Boffer, Yes; I was up at sunrise this morning, 
_Biffer. Indeed! 1 didn’t know that you were much or an early 
riser. 
Boffer. 'm not. 1 was going home to bed at the time, scv? 
SSS 


Every Monday. One Halfpenny. 
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TOOTSIE AT THE LYCEUM. 


Tue Lyceum has had its ups and downs. I believe Madame 
Tussaud’s waxworks once found temporary shelter in the building 
that, before the fire in 1830, 
occupied its site. Flockton, 
the conjuror, had his “ Pup- 
pet Show ” there, and Cart- 
wright exhibited his * Musi- 
cal Glasses.” 1t had been 
a circus, and once at it were 
shown, to appreciative au- 
diences, “ The White Negro 
Girl - and “ The Porcupine 


an, 

It was within these classic 
walls that was first played 
The Maid and the Magpie, 
_ which, being the story of a 

. servant girl wrongfully ac- 
cused of crime, was vastly 
popular, owing to the re- 
cent execution of Elizabeth 
Fenning. Here Edward 
Keen played Shylock, and 
Mrs. Keeley, Nerissa ; also 
T. P. Cooke here imper- 
sonated the Monster in 
Frankenstein, and Ruthven 
in The Vampire. Once one 
William Shakespeare, who 
professed to be directly 
descended from the Bard, 
played at the Lyceum in a 
play of his own composing, 
the character of his illus- 
trious ancestor, and was 
much slated by the press. 
p It turned out he was no 

flat pn of W. 8. and was otherwise named — but this is a, 

detail. 

Many years later E. T. Smith produced a pantomime, written by 
Mr. W_S. Gilbert, which stuck a good bit fast the first night. So, 
you see, the Lyceum is not doing anything very derogatory to its 
dignity in producing a pantomime. Quite the contrary. It was a 
capital idea of Mr, Henry Irving’s, whose good taste is proverbial, 
to let it for that purpose to Mr. Oscar Barrett, in whose guod taste 
also all confidence could be placed, And I am not at all sure that 
many of those long-skirted clerical gents, who to bring with 
them to the stalls to see Mr. Irving as Becket, the donkey-racer 
wideawake, will not come to see the graceful nursery story of 
¢ ‘inderella, and stay for the comical business at the end. Why 
not? * 

My friend, Horace Lennard, long ago proved himself to be a port, 
and signed his poems “The Melancholy Jacques.” His “ boo ” is 
x good one, and its verses contain many pretty thoughts and 
pleasant 
conceits, 
whilat 
Osear Bare 
rett has 
wedded the 
lyrics to 
the most 
charming 
music. For 
the scenery 
and = dres- 
ses, too, 1 
have noth- 
ing but the 
highest 
praise, and 
the dane. 
ing is espe- 
cially good. 

have 
lately read 

a good deal 

of learned 

discourse 
respecting 

“good old- “//7 

fashioned 

pant o- 

mimes.” I 

can't quite 

make out 
who writes, Whethcr it isa dear old gentleman who forgets all about 
it. or a delightful oane chappie who never saw anything of it. 

From information I have been able to obtain there was a great deal 

in the g.o.f.p, that was very awful. There were, in the good old 

crusty, dark scene, too many unintelligible down-in-their-boots- 
. voiced-demons, and, in the second scene, hopelessly inaudible 
rustics or retainers with paste-board heads, who maintained 
stationary grins as far into the season as the brutal_ill-usage of the 
comic man, who hit them till the paint came off, permitted of. 

Verhaps, though, the most objectionable thing in the old-fashioned 

honsense was the “low-com. nose,” built up with elaborate care and 

always terminating in a deep red turned-up tip. This nose was 

supposed to be indispensable. Without it how was the fun to be 

wot! Goodness kuows! Anyhow, nobody ever smiled at it, and 
its wearer, when quies- 
cent, was a doleful 
enough object. 

Mr. Oscar_ Barrett's 
pantomime is not of 
this old fashion, but it 
keeps as the old ones 
used to do, more closely 
to the story than we 
find done nowadays. 
Of its interpreters an 
excellent. choice has 
been made. No better 
Cinderella than Miss 
Ellaline Terriss could 
be hoped for, nor 
Dandini_ than Miss 
Alice Brookes. The 
Fairy Godmother is 
Miss Susie Vaughan, 
and isall she should be. 

course, Victor 
Stevens (the Tmmortal 

Druriolanus Sloperius) 
is immensely funny as 
one of the Ugly Sisters, 
the one who gloats 
over “the drama_of 
disease,” whilst Mr. 
Fred Emney is droll 
enough, too, as the 
other sister, who 
makes bets and puffs 
cigarettes. As the 
Baron, Harry Parker 
is all there, and as the Baroness ditto may be added with respect 
to clever Miss Cara Jecks. — Miss Kate Chard is a handsome and 
tuneful Prince, and Charles Laurie well he is as ever, THE Cat. 
Goand see Cinderella, You will be pleased, Lam sure. 


Baron Pumpolino: HARRY PARKER. 


Cinderella: 
ELLALINK TERRISS, 


Fairy Godmother: 
SuslE VAUGHAN. 


Clorinda: 
Furp EMNEY. 


Thisbe : 
Victor STEVENS, 
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GREAT CORAMONTAGUE STREET MANSIONS. 

“VERY nice indeed—rery nice!” exclaimed Mra. A., who had 
come to 18", a visit, as she looked out of the ground-floor windows 
upon a little plot of ground at the back ; “and pray, my dear, 
whose is this little garden out here?” 

“Oh, that goes with my flat, dear,” replied Mrs. B., almost sadly, 

“ Dear, dear! Then why on earth don't you do something to it? 
Why, if I had a garden like that, Selina, ['d have a little bit of 9 
rockery down at the bottom, with a bed in the middle, and 
sixpenn’orth of grass-seed——” 

“ My dear, you'd do nothing of the sort.” 

“Oh, but I would, though. Perhaps you're not fond of horti- 
culture, or brightening up the dark places, but Zam.” 

“ Henrietta, you mustn't mind my saying so, but you don’t know 
what boobies talking about. Six months ago, when we came in 
here, [ thought to myself, well, it’s no use starting gardening in 
August, with all the winter ore through, but, just to make the 
ae cheetah I'll have it licked into sume sort of shape.” 

ell?” 


“Well, I called in a gardener, who said he thought I'd better 
have it turfed with a diamond-shaped bed cut in the centre. He'd 
do the lot for two pounds, Eventually I bated him down to 
thirty-seven and six, and he did the job. 1 must admit that, on 
the afternoon on which it was finished, it pleased the children very 
much, and when ear came home from the City he was eo pleased 
that he treated me to fifteen shillingsworth of geranium plants.” 
“That must have made it seem much pleasanter?” 
“So it did—that evening. But, oh, what a diffrence in the 
morning !” 
“Indeed?” . 
_ “Oh, fearful! ‘To start with, Mrs. pipreonian pes, in the flat 
im above this—who, in her own words, ‘ washes all her flannel at 

ome '—| run outa clothes-line, and filled it with magenta under- 
wear, Then her young man lodger, who's something to do with 
the press, though Henry says there's a deal more of the contirmed 
snoocher about him, had invited a friend in, and they were bowling 
up at a ball they called a ‘Jack.’ They'd brought in a blic-house 
can of beer, and an assortment of choice lan with them, too, 
and every time they missed hitting the ‘Jack’ 1 had to close the 
windows. Mr. Orkinmurton, on the second floor, came home 
rather early—he's something in the betting way—and said, ‘’Ullo! 
now there’s » garden,’ he'd treat his ‘missis’ to that croquet set, 
which he subsequently did. Mrs. Summerthorpe, the widow with 
the little girl, on the fourth said she wasn't going to have her poor 
little mite left out of it, and got an old egg-chest from the butter 
shop, which she built up as a doll’s house on the grass just near the 
geranium bed.” 

“Oh, that was too bad!" 

“It was, but worse remained behind. On the very next day 
there was a fight between Mrs. Bio room teaver» Fe man 
lodger and a friend of Mr. Orkinmurton’s, for Mr, Or' inmurton's 
wife had invited a crowd to a croquet party, and Mrs, Simmon- 
damper's young man lodger and his friend wanted the ground to 
play bowling at the ‘Jack.’ Oh, it was awful! uite eight or ten 
of them were fighting at the finish, snd before the police arrived 
from Hunter Street Station somebody had bitten Mrs, Simmon- 
damper’s young man lodger’s ear off.” 

“ How truly terrible!” 

“Yea; but they’ve made it up amongst themselves since, and— 
er—and it appears that they yas in a body to the magistrate 
last Monday to know if I couldn't be compelled to put it in order 
again, nnd keep it so.” 

“ And are you going to?” 

“Yes, | think so, Henry says his idea of ‘order’ will be a real 
asphalte, with an eight foot iron fence round it, and sixteen bull- 


dogs inside. 


——»——_—_ 


ONE. 
ONE man, one maid, 
Just half afraid 
To be abroad so late ; 
One cold, pale moon, 
To light the spoon : 
A parting at the gate. 


One last fond kiss, 
One moment's bliss, 
One arm around her waist ; 
One solemn vow, 
That ne’er till now 
Had he known Nectar’s taste. 


One stern papa, 
One kick, one far 
And wide ear-piercing cry ; 
. One whizz, one 
And in the mud 
The lover prone doth lie. 


One peeler tall, 
One whistle call, 

An ambulance for one ; 
One youth half dead, 
For weeks in bed— 

And this sad tale is done. 


—— 


AT THE BAR OF A LIT’'RARY PUB. 

“My deah, good fellow,” says Blanque, who does the vapid 
verses on the change of the seasons, the marriages of the German 
princes, the deaths of respected tradespeople, and sich-like in 
Society Diffie, to Hanque, who reports free lunches, openings of 
picture galleries, and reviews improvements in agricultural imple 
ments for the Daily Scandalmunger, “1 don’t say you're not a very 
worthy person and an estimable liner—a most reliable space-tfiller. 
Your editor says a ‘stick,’ and it ix a ‘stick’; ora * bittock,’ and it 
is a ‘bittock’; but poctry—bah! there's no such thing In your 
whole composition ! “Now, poetry is to we what the sunlight is to 
the eagle. A man who, like myself, loves the beautiful, loves 

try, and feels at times a strange yearning to—”" 

“Go out and have a booze,” suggests Hanque. 

“Bah, sir, bah! Poetry ix the perfume of life, the fragrance of 
love, the blossom of all good——” 

“Swearing! I’ve heard our sub-editors use more profanity over 
the poetry than any other branch of the——” 

“Oh! Tidge upon your sub-editorial clods. Poetry fills the soul 
with stained-gliss windows, puts golden wings to the feet——" 

“Pity it can’t put some new braid on that coat o' yours.” 

“New braid be jiggered! What is braid toa poet? All your 
true poet wants is—” 

iy ' 


i Hanque, you are & fool! Poetry can fill a home with the music 


of heaven—— 

“But it can’t fill eight hearty kids with bread and treacle.” 

“Treacle? Pah! It's no use wasting eloquence on you, old 
man; you have no poetry about you.” 

“No; but I’ve got a quid or two, where I can put my hand on it 
when it’s wanted; and we havea hot joint every other day, with 
apple puddings after the cold meat; and somehow we ma 
clods, but we're all fudd clods, and find it suits our health, too. 


— ee 


Every Thursday. One Halfpenny. 
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THE RAMPING OF RUMPLETOP. 


—_~— 


THERE certainly may be more artful fellows than Rumpletop 
knocking about ; but to be able to lyy your hand upon one at 
it moment's notice 
implies geographi- 
eal and psycholo- 
gical knowledge of 
no mean order, 

If you take Rum- 
paetop on at bil- 
iards, he'll give 
you thirty in a 
hundred, and lose 
you. If you try to 
drink with him— 
fair and — square, 
drink for drink—it 
means total obli- 
vion, and a next 
morning's head like 
the dome of a Turk- 
ish mosque, with a 
vision of Rumple- 
top fresh and rosy. 

“The fact is,” ob- 
served Tom a 
coigne, ruefully, 
“he's too thick for 
any one of us indi- 
vidually. The only 
way to tackle him 
is collectively. 
therefore — propose 
that we make an 
attempt to get our 
own back. He's 
had me for about 
twenty-three quid.” 

“ And I'm sixteen to the bad,” added Charlie Bobbl ton, 

“Seven pun’ fifteen, me.” chimed in little Papling. 

“And thirty shillings would nearly square my deficit,” 1 mur- 
mured with some diftidence. 

“Just on fifty pounds,” growled Gascoigne, resentfully. “It 
must be got back. Rumpletop’s absolutely the nicest fellow in 
the world, but—talk of the d—, here he comes! You chaps, 
be here half an hour earlier than usual to-morrow night; I think 
I've hit on a plan.” 

The following night the private bar of the Salmon and Figleaf 
witnessed the advent of Gascoigne, accompanied by a thick-set 
individual, whom he introduced as Mr. Nobby Chimp. 

“Gentlemen,” said Gascoigne, after each had ordered his 
special gurgle, “ my friend Mr, Chimp is a professional boxer ; but, 
business — being 
rather slack in 
that line at pre- 


A head like a dome, 


sent, he has 
latterly turned 
his attention 


to. billiards, 
and a really fine 
player he i 
quite forty ina 
hundred better 
than = Rumple- 
top, I should say, 
in his best form, 
Now, [ propose 
that he plays 
game or two with 
Rumpletop — tu- 
night, and aliows 
himeelf to be 
beaten. He then 
offers to play 
him a match— 
five hundred up, 
say — to-morrow 
night, for a ten- 
ver a side. The 
other’s sure to 
accept. We 
back Chimp for 
every halfpenny 
we cans raise, 
make him a pre- 
sent of the stakes 
when he’s won, 
and throw in another fiver for himself. Twenty-five'll satisfy you, 
eh, Nobby?” ’ 5 . 

Mr. Chimp expressed his satisfaction with the whole plan. 

Everything turned out exactly as we desired, Rumpletop won 
three games, was challenged by Chimp to play the following 
night for a tenner, and acce ted. Chimp posted his tenner (fur- 
nished by Gascoigne) with the landlord, and we booked bets with 
Rumpletop, in favour of his adversary, to the tune of just on 
seventy pounds, It was splendid ; so simple, and such a “cert. 


“Tt must be got back |" 


oo! . . 
e But the following night! Oh, the horror of it! Why, it wasit 
a game at all—it was a procession. Rumpletop simply walked in 
—won by a hundred and ninety-three ! 

“But how the—what the—why the—how did you come to Tet 
him beat you?” spluttcred Gascoigne, frenziedly, scarce waiting 
until Rumple- 
top’s back was 
turned. 

“Well, yer 
ree,” laugh 
Nobby,dropp- 
ing all sem- 
blance of re- 
ane gts and 
placidly suck- 
Ing an especi- 
ally filthy 
looking short 
clay, “you 
coves only 
offered me 
twenty - five 

uid to win. 

Now, Mr. 
Rumpletop — 
he's a real toft 
an’ a man oO’ 
the world—he 
ups an’ offers 
methirty quid 
to lose, and” 
—thrusting 
his hands in 
hia pockets 
and surveying 
us impudently 
—"“that’s 
what's the 
matter!” 

It was a fortunate thing for Nobby Chimp that he chanced to 
be a professional bruiser ; otherwise. in our rihteous indisniion, 
we should have fallen on him tooth and mul, and rent hin ab 
from limb. 


i 


“That's what's the inatter 1° 
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“Enjoyed my Holidays? I shouhl think so! Had 
a jolly go in at football, aud came out with less knocks 
than any of the uther chaps.” 


“Say, M 


“Do you want to buy a little dawg, miss?” 


“No; I have une, thank you. just look at me.’ 


#,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her Jriends whose portraits have not yet been tnserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


Ay) 


“George !" cried A. SLOPER in the saloon at the back of the dress circle of the 
Royal Surrey Theatre, where teetotal drinks can be had for the asking, on payment 
of u stipulate! fee—* George, Hero of a Tnousand Flights, from the classic Grecian 
period ; flights in which you have broken every other bone in your plastic skin-—” 
“No, no, SLOPKR! only eleven!” “Eleven? Well, that’s not such a bad record, 
George, I congratulate you upon your merry pantomime, and upon looking s well, 
jolly, and youthful. That moustache becomes yuu, George ; continne to wear it— 
for my sake. Though your boy, George, has grown such a remarkably fine lad, you 
are still young, George, Gi seldom did we young Bucks wander up and down 
the City Road without going in and out the Eagle to witness the wouderful feats 
performed by your good father and yourself. I will have the pleasure of drinking 
with you again, George. y tell me,” continued A, SLOPER, wiping his lips on 
the lining of his hat with that easy grace which sits so well on him, “that you make 
all the claborate models for your pantomime, still, yourself?" “Well, yes. When T 
take a holiday by the sea in the summer, I don't forget to carry with me a supply 
of cardboard for wet days.” A SLoPEn thought how ke hut spent his wet days by 
the seaside, and the blush of suame mautled tu his brow, “ But,” said Mr. Conquest, 


THE MINISTER 


No. 323.—Miss ANNIE OPPENHEIM. 
“J would that sweet Annie would give me her hand.” 
—Lord Bob. 
“Henceforth I am her most devoted slave.” — The Dook Snook. 


“Tell me nut of other charmers; none with Annie can com- 
pare.” —The Hon. Billy. 


(1) The Minister was sick at heart with his fruitless ministrations (2) When McNab came leaping down, saying, “Git oot o° ma wuy, ye curly nosed 
on the Browside. re 


ptile; A’m off tae the deevil wi' a drap o’ whisky ! 


° 


y. r. B'ar, now what do you use to make your 
hair so thick re I've tried everything under the sun; yet, 
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“My husband fs alrevly complaining 
because I won't dance with him w! ata 
ball, Cheek! He ought to be satisfiet 
with the dance I lead him at home."— 
Extract from Letter of Young Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER._GEORGE CONQUEST, ESQ. 


é, = : } 
© - 2 
Ny EE , 
hurriedly, “you are losing all the pantomime. What, ho, there! The Royal Box for 
Mk. SLOPER!" And before the Agid was aware of it, he found himself there, and 
comfortably lockel in, Turning bis attention to the stage, where Fred am Arthur 
Conquest were climbiny up the front of the Baron's house, and retaruing rid the roof 
of his conservatory. “ Worthy scions of a noble hoa," he muro:gred. Then he sat 
gazing with mute admiration at the splendid proportions of tair Emily Fothergill, 
the Prince ; sighed sympathetically over dear Laura Dyson's troubles, as Cinderella ; 
and his heart went out to Dandini, otherwise dushing Dura Douglas, when she «dis- 
coursed sweet music on the Swiss pipe—and at other times, too. If he could only 
oe Mra, Sloper to induce Miss Austin to act as their Stewpania at Milkiew Court, 
nstcad of leaving the cooking to Evelina, A. SLOPER woukin't be out so much ; and 
(this in a whisper), d'you know the Eminent would like to kissy ittle Missy Issy 
ring—Bo Peep—mnch. George, junior, and Sutton are quite too fairy-like, as 
Tootsie and Floszie; and, as for that chap, Spry, as the Buron—there! A, SLOPER'S 
sides ache now. Conquest, dear boy, good luck to you aud your panty; but you 
needn't have taken advantage of the Old Man being locked in to make your 
esvape from the theatre. It was mean, Geurge, mean ! 


SHOCKED. 


(8) And the Minister murmured, “He's 
mair than the 


10 fast to the deevil wi’ 
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OUR WEEKLY HIRLIGIG. 

Here you are, ladies and gentlemen ! this way, pleare. No early doors at this show! all one vesil, #¢ ia plain, Has cowed he wont oe le ain :—The joyous Spring, it would appear, Is 

price! and no charge for closk room or peop! There ; you're all comfortable now, aren't = rather carly in the Foe :—A lot of subs.t “au require vid ciery ote awork cuties The 

: ; to say, Enjoys his well-earned holiday.— What think you of the balmy 

weather? Quite enongh to tempt one into Spring-like attire, if it wasn't pretty certain to freeze 
again before long. Ta, ta!——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


you? That's right; we're just about to commence. Attention :—Say, will the Germans tax the G.O.M., I’m please 
weed 2 'Trould be an awful shame indeed :—He smashed the window witha brick—A stu vid and 
cupensive trick:—The London Thirteen Clubmen try All superstitions to defy :—The Mildewed 


STORMY PROCEEDINGS. 


Two members of the Pence at any Price Association having 
friendly game at football. 


ZOLA-ESQUE. 
English Waiter (recognising eminent French littérateur). 
Cheese, sir? Yea, sir. Gorgin-Zola, I suppose? 


MENTAL ARITHMETIC. 
Examiner. If your futher gave you & shilling for a pot o° beer at 


fourpence, and tuppence for tobaccy, and you lost tuppence out o° Hala at Bea a ae beens es j ipl 
ale . % sy. I hate that oll Thompson ; he’s fined me again ! you come ‘ome this evening, ‘cus she’s gob company coming 
eS on Hi ave when you got home ? Lottie, Yes, he's like April—tirst a storm and then a fine, and whelks for supper.” ‘ 


“ Please, father, mother says, will you ‘ave a shave afore 


; ed roe nn i ee we ae we i et IER ee eis mes = ee we sos . 
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ALLY-CAMPANE. 


a 


ALTHOUGH not yet a member of the Thirteen Club, A. SLOPER 
has every intention of becoming one at the first opportunity. 
Skeletons, gravestones, pea- 
cocks’ feathers, broken mir- 
rors, cross-eyed waiters and 
such-like objects have cer- 
tain charms for the Eminent, 
especially when they are as- 
sociated’ with a recherché 
dinner, The members of 
the Thirteen Club also seem 
to have a partiality for 
spilling salt. This is 
an altogether new and 
original pastime, and as it 
seemed to afford consider- 
able amusement among the 
guests present at the New 
Year's Dinner of this club, 
the Crumbling Edifice has 
no hesitation in commending 
it to the notice of his 
readers. Superstition re- 
quires a lot of killing; but 
if ridicule is the weapon 
with which the death blow 
is to be dealt, the Thirteen 
Club will doubtless gather 
in the laurel wreath of 
victory. *° 


Mrs. LoncsHoreE Potts's 
series of lectures at the St. 
James's Hall, although not 
calculated to set the Thames on fire, are still conside sufti- 
ciently interesting to attract pretty large audiences. The subjects 
she chooses appeal to both sexes, and as she possesses a fair delivery 
and a pleasing presence, her discourses are greatly appreciated. 


* 

THE impression that the Hon. Billy's exhaustive treatise on 
“The Sustaining Properties of Ginger Pop” has been accepted for 
Quips is entirely erroneous. Nothing but the best and brightest 
contributions appear in that astounding ha’p’orth, and with all 
respect to the Hun., he can't write for nuts. 


_ THE Gentlewoman starts a powerful story by Miss Braddon, with 
its first number for °94, entitled, “Thou art the Man.” It looks 
interesting. ee 

& 


WHATEVER may be the opinion of the world generally on the 
Yankees, the latter have undoubtedly a high opinion of their own 
abilities, According ans 
to an American con- 
temporary, we may 
expect in this coun- 
try before long a fe- 
nile billiard player, 
calculated to wipe 
our own particular 
professional cueists 
off the face of the 
earth. Even Roberts 
is expected to shrivel 
up when opposed to 
this Intest feminine 
marvel, As for the 
smaller fry, they 
will probably 
emerge from the bat- 
tle battered out of 
all shape and know- 
ledge. Truly we 
have reached a period 
when woman's domi- 
nation in the future 
scems assured. 


s 

Many people still 
labour under the itn- 
pression that if you 
want to know the , 
time, the best way 
is to ask a policeman for the information. 
however. 
for a Larks! watch—magnificent timekeepers—of 


This is incorrect, 
Those in the know do nothing of the sort, They try 
which two are 
given away weekly by our brilliant ha’penny contemporary. Oh! 


it’s a wonder, is Larks! *.* 

ALRrEapy is Sir William Harcourt being badgered in con- 
nection with the next Budget. A. SLOPER is demanding a 
reduction in the duty on “ Unsweetened.” McGooseley has written 
him pointing out the advantage to be derived from making 
alcoholic drinks, whether spirits or beer, free to everyone, and our 
Office-Boy insists upon the total abolition of the income tax. 


Altogether, Sir William is having far from a lively time of it. 


s 
FAMILIARITY breeds contempt, we know, and if this is not 
exactly the case with regard to 


r. Daly s company of comedians, 
familiarity is, 
at anyrate, the 
progenitor of 
a consider. 
able amount 
of indiffer- 
ence. When, 
before Mr. 
Daly had built 
his theatre 
here, he used 
to bring over 
his company 
for a short 
season, the 
public show- 
ed themselves 
willing pa- 
trons, and we 
fear that Mr. 
Daly was, on 
that account, 
encournged to 
establish 
them per- 
manently in 
London, Up 
to the pre- 
sent, we do 
not imagine 
the venture 
has been a 
successful one ; indeed, the constant change of programme seems 
to point to exactly the reverse, or else a very kindly desire on 
Mr. Daly's part to give playgoers lots of variety. But why 
give us so much Shakespeare?” Only Mr, Irving’s company seems 
to beable to draw money with the works of the immortal Bard, 
and the public have long since shown their indifference to his 
imitators. When 7ielfth Night, of which we give an illustration, 
jx removed, we ope that it will be for something more suited to 
the taste of the up-to-date play goer, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE South London Palace, under its new management, is at pre 
sent going great guns, and Surreyites, in search of a music-hall 
in which only first- 
class talent is en- 
gaged, need not 
wander far from 
home. The South 
London can now, in 
fact, compare fa- 
vourably with any 
of its West-end ri- 
vals. In Sam Austin 
the directors have 
secured a manager 
sheroogely well up 
in his business, For 
proof of this, we 

ve only to glance 
over the programme, 
included in which 
are such names as 
Gus Elen, R. G. 
Knowles, G. W. 
Hunter, Julian Cross 
(late of the legiti- 
mate stage), Peggy 
Pryde and Dutch 
Daly. Besides this, 
we have a sketch, 
entitled, Peter the 
Piper, by Albert 
Chevalier and Brian 
Daly, which must be 
seen to appre- 
ciated. You really 
must drop into the South London wicn you can manage it. 

ed 
s 

THE Fossilized Fluker has this day been pleased to confer the 
“ Award of Merit” upon C. MEMMOTT, because he's the Australian 
billiard champion, “¥Feyther,” queried the Blue-Orbed Marker, 
“when are yer goin’ to blossom out into a crack? A man of your 
talent ought to be able to knock all these champion cue-wielders 
silly. Why don't yer challenge one on, feyther?” But the 
Miidewed shook his head. The guinea it cost him for cutting the 
cioth at the Battersea Arms still weighs heavy on his mind. 

td 
s 

A CONTEMPORARY publishes an article entitled “Sponge Fish- 
ing.” Curiously enough, no mention is made of Fleet Street. You 
can catch ’em alive, oh! in that thoroughfare, if you like, too, eh? 

s 


= 
TERRIBLE news, boys; terrible news, indeed! Lady debt col- 
lectors are being quite extensively employed, and so great, indeed, 
is the success 
of the experi- 
ment, that it 
looks as if the 
male variety 
will soon be 
altogether ob- 
solete. It’s a 
shocking 
thing, though ! 
It’s taking a 
mean _advan- 
tage of a man 
who happens 
to owe a bit. 
A dun in mas- 
culine attire 
can be kicked 
out, or bashed 
over the head, 
and told to go 
to the deuce; 
but—well, you 
see, you can’t 
do anything of 
the sort to a 
lady — you're 
bound to be 
preety civil to 
er; besides 
which, it’s ten 
to one she'll 
even persuade 
you pescly to pay. Who could resist? Not SLOPER, certainly ; 
nnd he views the innovation with considerable disquietude. There 
is another side to the question—the moral one. Why, even the 
most prosperous, steady-going citizen may be unable to resist the 
temptation to run into debt when secure in the knowledge that his 
necount will be called for by a fascinating lady collector. It's 

wicked ! o* 

* 


Goon reader, please don’t skip this par. If you have already 
sent your sub. towards our “Christmas Appeal,” you may feel jus- 
tified in doing so, but not unless. A, SLOPER gives you all—every 
one of you—credit for possessing a kindly heart—a generous, 
charitable nature. He knows you mean to send him a trifle when 
you can spare time, but that’s just where the bother comes in, 
Thousands, who might be helped, are starving—yer, actually starv- 
ing while you are hesitating. Don't delay, therefore. Make up 
your mind to share in the good work, and do it on the spot. 

s¢ 


e 
yer,” “ Disgusted,” “ Veritas,” and other 


“An Indignant Rate 
gentlemen who mask their individuality 


worthy but choleric ol 
under the above and 
other similar nom de 

umes, have been at 
it again. The filthy 
state of the streets is 
a subject upon which 
they must and _ will 
have a say at least 
once a year, and the 
have been saying it 
lately, wherever they 
could find a confiding 
editor to let them. 
The various vestries 
and local boards 
must writhe under 
the biting sarcasm of 
these individuals—at 
least, they ought to. 
if they ever read the 
lengthy epistles, 
which is somewhat 
doubtful. © That they 
don't pay the slightest 
attention to them is, 
however, certain, and 
in all probability 
never will, . 


THF Hon. Cecil 
Rhodes is posing as a 
hero dowa Cape Town 
way, and evidently considers that the Home Government ought to 
Destow some honour upon him, So they had. Why not confer 
upoa him the Order of the Boot: 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WERK ENDING 38RD FEBRUARY, 1894, 
ees! 

28th January, 1819.—Thomas Moore, in his diary, this day 
says: * Rogers told me that Lord Byron's * Don Juan’ ix pronounced 
by Hobhouse and others as unfit for publication. Went to Murray. 
Talked of ‘Don Juan.’ But too true that it is not tit for publica. 
tion. He (Byron) seems, by living so long out of London, to have 
forgotten that standard of decorum in society to which everyone 
must refer his words at least who hopes to be either listened tu or 
read by the world.” 


29th January, 1800.—Says the Daily Telegraph: “Prom 
the days of Pickwick until this day, stories about drivers compelled 
to keep their horses between the shafts of cabs lest the unfortunate 
aninuls should fall down have been regarded as more or less 
apocryphal. Mr. Alderman Faudel Phillips investigated a case at 
the Guildhall, which showed that such things sometimes really 
happen. Two horses were dragging a "bus alony the Victoria 
Embankment, one of them limping on three legs. The animals 
were so debilitated and weak, that when a policeman ordered their 
release from the harness, nee nearly dropped down on the roadway 
for lack of the support given by the shafts and belts, The owner paid 
£2 178. Gd. for each of the steeds, and the police ofticer, who gave 
the information, repeated the story that horses sold at this price 
were not intended for working purposes, but for exportation to the 
Continent, where they were manufactured into ‘beef-tea and 
sausiges, 


30th January, 1864.—Harries Tilbury, comedian, died this 
day, aged tifty-eight. 

3ist January, 1884.—The Pall Mall Gazette this day says : 
“A week or two ago a French nobleman shot himself in the Hotel 
de Paris at Monte Carlo. Before, however, committing the ‘rash 
act,’ he paid a graceful tribute to his female friends, which showed 
that not even the near approach of death could make him forget 
his national politeness and regard for the fair sex. Some twenty 
ladies, both of the grande and the demi monde, received a handsome 
bouquet with the Comte de ——'s compliments and regrets that 
unavoidable circumstances prevented him from further continuing 
their charming acqusintance. Shortly afterwards they heard the 
news of his death.” 


ist February, 1720.—In July, 1751, were interred the coffin 
and remains of Farmer Stevenage, in Hertfordshire, who died on 
the above date, and ordered, by will, that his estate should be 
enjoyed by his brothers, till the expiration of thirty years, when 
he sepa he should return to life, and then it was to revert to 
him. He also ordered his coffin to be affixed on a beam in his 
barn, locked, and the key inclosed, that he might let himself out. 
They staid four days more than the time limited, and then 
interred him. 


Qna February, 1690 —A foreign corres postal this day 
writes: “A prominent ofticial in one of the Ministerial Depart- 
ments of Paris was surprised vastly when, on returning home to 
his suburban villa late last night, he found a burglar snoring 
heavily on a sofa in his drawing-room. By the side of the sleeper 
lay a‘ jemmy,’ a bunch of ‘ skeleton-keys,’ and 2 small casket, con- 
taining the principal jewels of the official and his wife, who, with 
her children, is now wintering in the South of France. The bur- 
glar told the gendarmes that, after having accomplished his 
appointed task in the villa and ‘annexed the jewellery, he 
resolved to have a drink. He accordingly took up 2 bottle of 
apparent ‘ Lafitte’ and drained it. The stuff turned out to be a 


powerful narcotic.” 


Srd February, 1889.—Says a Cardiff newspaper : “ A most 
singular experience has just befallen a Rhondda collier, named 
David Davies, of Treherbert. He was one of the many suflerers by 
the memorable explosion at Pen-y-Craig Colliery in 1880, for four 
years after which he was confined to his bed. He then gradually 
got about, but always remained absolutely deaf and dumb from the 
shock. The doctor who attended him advised him to try a shock 
somewhat similar to that which had caused his infirmity. A little 
while ago he placed himself as near as safety would allow to where 
six shots were to be fired in the Bute Pit, Treherbert, and, strange 
to say, at the sixth shot, his hearing returned to him. Still he was 
dumb ; but this day the Rev. E. Rowlands, missionary to the deat 
mutes, said something to Davies which put him ina passion, and 
he involuntarily, or instinctively, made an attempt to express his 
anger. To his amazement the power of speech came back, and he 
now talks freely.” 


—_—— 


A HUMBLE ELECTRICIAN. 


IT was a pretty tall subject for them to tackle in the taproom of 
the Battenberg Arms, though it is hard to say what theme is too 
lofty to admit of pothouse seitlement. Bill Rippinwalker, how- 
ever, remained unconvinced. 

“Grant yer all the pole, an’ the batteries, an’ the motors,” he 
said; “but what I bally well want to know is how it’s done ?* 

“Wry, I’ve jest told yer!” persisted the amateur lecturer. 

“Oh—ah! that’s one way o! gittin’ over it—comin’ the lorfty ; 

layin’ the ‘igh ‘and ; but it ain't convincin’, Onst more 1 arsts, 
how's it done?” 

“Gentlemen.” said the lecturer, addressing all the other soakers 
ina tone of mixed pity and amusement, “if you will not mind me 
repeating my remarks, | will endeavour, by employing a metaphor, 
to make the science of electricity clear even to the intelligence of 
our friend here. Now, Mr. Rippinwalker, sir, let me ask you first 
of all, have you a dog?” 

“1 ‘ave.” 3 

“What sort of dog is it?” 

“A better bloomin’ sort than you are, any day!” 

“Ah! now that's peraonal and offensive, Mr. Rippinwalker. If 
that is igen argument I am done.” 

“Weil, what's dorgs got to do wi’ ‘lectricity?” 

“Iam only employing the dog to illustrate my argument.” 

“Well, use yer own dorg, then.” 

“Dear, dear, dear —how truly pitiful! J7ave you a dog, Mr. 
Hapinwalie: = 

“L'are. Now, then.” 

“Yes, ‘now, then.’ If you tread upon his tail when he is asleep, 
what dues he do?” 
“Well, what ud 

“My dear sir, I haven't got a tail——” 

“Oh! How do we know!” 

“Good Heavens !—this is truly sad! Anyway, I sill make it 
comprehensive. Let's waive the tail for a second, Mr. Ripp-——” 

“Wave yours all the arternoon if yer like !” 

“—— And suppose you tread on a dog’s tail, what does he do?” 

“Why, yelps and chyikes, I suppose. 

“Just so. Ah! now we're comin’ to it. Well, supposing your 
dog, instead of being an ordinary dog, was as jong as from here 
a al Dover, or Mashonaland, or—or anywhere a distance 
away 

“T foller.” 

S very well; if you were to tread on his tail here, it stands to 
reason he'd chyike out in Dover, or Mashonaland, or wherever it 
was—d'ye see?" . 

“Oh! that’s ‘lectricity, is it?) Then I’m glad I've got a dorg. 
What'll yer ‘ave?” 


ou do?” 


—_—.—_—_ 


Ewery Wednesday. Twropence. 


- JUDY. 
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1S BEAUTY DECLINING P 
_->— 


SomE journals are 
whining 
That beauty’s  de- 


am 


Cv “ / havnt 


i - = clining, 
QC ebserr@el +7 ~) Xd thought which 
Wy ve Coa doth — doubtless 
perplex. 
Is “debasement of 
feature” 


Behela in each crea- 


ture ‘ 
Of male or of femi- 
nine sex? 


= The feminine gender 
Will need no defender, 


Each Lead : will 
nA plump for his pet ; 
> But touching the 
uM , notion 
~ From man's mere emo- 
ys tion 
I can't see my beauty 


wanes yet. 


I should fancy life 
Hades, 
If ever the ladies 
Should lose their 
attractions, you 
bet. 
But as to us mashaws 
An¢ go-ahead dashaws, 
Gur beauty has not declined yet. 


ee 


A FESTIVE EVENING. 


It was still early in the forenoon when Bliftintapper stumbled 
across his friend Blodgers in the City. Blodgers, whom he hadn't 
seen since his (Bliftintapper’s) marriage ; Blodgers, who had always 
stood his friend and unlimited drinks when the occasion offered. 

‘And Blodgers was quick to show that in the latter respect, at 
least, he had not altered, and, over the foaming Bass and the 
stimulating stout and bitter, the two old friends sg ag bridged 
over the interval which had elapsed since their last meeting. 
lodgers was still.a bachelor, but Bliflintapper,as we have said, was 
married ; and, with all the anxious enthusiasm of 1 man disap- 
pointed with the experiment, was loud in his praises of domestic 
ivlicity. Had you heard him dilate upon the comforts of a well- 
regulated establishment, the warm welcome of a loving spouse, the 
well-cooked meals and cheery evenings, you might have alinost 
heen deceived, like Blodgers, into believing that he really knew 
something of them, . 

Why, Bliftintapper even be- 
lieved in the fiction himself 
after the sixth round; and 
when, after the tenth, they 
started out to tind a new pub., 
nothing would do but that 
Blodger should) come back 
with him that evening and 
dine en famille, o“No fuss, 
vou know, old chap,” said 
lodgers. “No bother; take 
us just as we are, and, let me 
tell you, TE don’t think you'll 
have any cause to complain 
that we didn’t give you a 
week's notice.” 

But Bliftintapper — artful 
Biitiintapper !—under pretence 
of sending a message round to 
the office, managed to dispatch 
the potman with a_ prett 
lengthy wire to Mrs. B., tell- ; ; 
ing her to kill the fatted calf,and make all snug upon their arrival. 

They were late—somewhat late—when they arrived at Bliffin- 
tapper's; they were, moreover, somewhat unsteady in their gait, 
but what matters? A wash and a good dinner would put them 
all right. With a fervent hope that the banquet would befit the 
oceasion, Blifiintapper rang the bell. 

‘Yo his amazement it was answered by Mrs. B. herself. “So 
you've come home at last, have you?’ she commenced. “A nice 
time, I——" Here she became aware of Blodger, and broke off. 

“ My dear,” interposed Bliftintapper, “an ol friend of mine, Mr. 
Blodger. Blodger, old fellow, my wife. There old chap, come in 
here (dragging tik into the drawing-room). My ing, a word 
with you in private. Just one moment, Pledger: : 

“Now, sir,” said Mrs. Bliftintapper, “explain this disgraceful 
conduct ?—coming home at this hour with your low drinking 
companion. Don’t expect me to entertain him. : 

“But my telegram! stammered Bliffintapper. 

“Telegram! What tele—” 

“ Merciful powers, woman ! haven P 

“Dinner! No!” thundered Mrs. “there’s only the rind of 
a Dutch cheese, » Spanish onion, and the dregs of the ale cask in 
the house ; and that’s all you'll get this evening, so I tell you. 

And it was. 


yon got us dinner?” 


—_——— 


GIRLS OF THE “FRIV.” 
LETITIA LEE. 
SHE's lithe and light, she’s 
fair and bright, 
Yet by my soul I swear 
I love her most because 
she's quite 
As false as she is fair. 
False to the creed that pretty 


girls . 
Can ne'er be chic, unless 
With diamonds, rubies, 


opala, pearls, 
They overload their dress. 


False to the creed that dance 
and song 
Can ne‘er become a source 
Of joy, except they're helped 
along 
By movements rude and 


coarse, 
False tothe creed that those 
who earn 
A wealthful wage with 
cage 
Must from their doors the 
starveling turn, | 
And spurn _ privation’s 
pleas. 


False to the creed that 
Thespian maids 
Should play _ tlirtation’s 
game, 
And earn, as frailand fickle jades, 
An undelightful fame. 
And so L love Letitia Lee, | 
Vor. to all things whatsoe'er, 
To which fair maiden false should be, 
She's false as she is fair! 


Sauer” <x eee ove a 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


= 
PRINCE OF WALES's THEATRE, COVENTRY STREET, W.C., 
January Wth, Iso. 

Dear S1r,—! hardly know how tv express my joy and pride in 
having been placed amongst the great people who enjoy the priv- 
ilege of being inciudee in the distinguished Order of F.0.S. It has 
been indved a great day for me; and although my height has been 
considered a tritle undersized for a Life Guardsman (for such I 
endeavour to represent in the play of A Gaiety Girl), 1 was, on the 
day of receiving your “ Award of Merit,” made several inches taller 
—in importance, if not inactual measurement. Iam buta youngster 
at the game of “ play-acting,” but I have risen somewhat in my own 
estimation since the eventful day ; and who would not feel a thrill 
of genuine pride and pleasure to be enabled legitimately to sign 
oneself as Yours very taithfully. 

W. LOUIS BRADFIELD, F.O.S, 


Se 


SLOPER'S VAGARIES. 
No. 202.—HE TAKES A FANCY TO NANCY. 

To a girl whose name was Nancy 

(At the “ Friv.” she danced and sung) 
ALLY SLOPER took a tancy, 

For his heart was tresh and young. 
But. when forth he went to woo her, 

Though he sued with teardrops hot, 
Uttering frenzied words unto her, 

This was what reply he got :— 
Once she smacked him, twice she smacked him, 

Thrice she emacked him in the eye. 
Right weross the room she backed Sin ; 

dn the fender let him lie! 


Off to Mildew Court the maiden 
Straightway sent a telegram. 
SLOPEK's wife, with anger laden, 
Breathed a word that rhymes with “lamb.” 
Then she to a cabman hollered, 
Furious drove to Nancy's cot, 
And, when SLOPER's frame she collared, 
Here's what SLOPER from her got :— 
Once she ee se him, twice she thumped him, 
Thrice she thumped him with her clogs. 
"Gainst four different walla she bumped him, 
Bit him like four ditlerent dogs! 


Surely SLOPER’s pains were ended ? 
Vengeance sure had done enough? 
Notatall! A stout and splendid 
Sample of the genus “rough” 
Came into the parlour, leaping : 
-And the news may soon be read 
(News to start a nation weeping) 
That the Friend of Man is dead ! 
For (though SLOPER "d had a fancy 
_ That his love a bride was not) 
From the swaggering spouse of Nancy 
This is what the Fossil got :— 

Ouce he hurled him, twice he hurled him, 
Thrice he hurled him on the Noor, 
Then, when ina ball he'd eurled him, 

Ltolled him from the seullery door! 


ALLY SLOPER’S 


CHRISTMAS APPEAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE .POOR OF LONDON. 


SunscriIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED LAST WEEK, £129 4s. Od. 

: :— A. SLOPER, Faq. F.O.M. (Weekly Donation), £13 
28. 6d.; BRANDON Tuomas, £1; Fou ONE (Whitechapel), 
2s. d.; W. Louis BRADFIELD, F.OS, £1 Is: W. LL. C. G.. Is.3) Mrs. A. A. 
THOMAS, 58; FRED KAYE, 58; CHAS. H. STANLEY, 35, 6d.. MATHER STREET 
(Bolton), 1lus.; W. F. THomas, £1 13.3; per Mrs. GEouGrE HONKY (Graml 
Theatre, Leeds), 17s, 4d.; SUSIK VAUGHAN, 10s.; J. H. LincuaM, 58.; FueD 
LLEWELLEN, 5d. 

Making a total received up to January 16th, 1894, £136 &s. 34d. 
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JOHN BARLEYCORN. 
Joun BARLEYcCORN! John Barleycorn ! 
A thousand bards have praised thee, 
They've by thy various virtues sworn, 

And up to heaven have raised thee. 
But J, who aye have held thee dear, 
Would, in my yellow years and sere, 
Upbraid thee with » song of scorn, 
John Barleycorn! John Barleycorn! 


John Barleycorn! John Barleycorn! 
How oft, by thine alluring, 

From morn till Bigsh, from night till morn 
I've whiled the hours, assuring 

My soul, ‘mid laughs of bastard glee, 

That truly it was well with me. 

But now that mongrel mirth 1 mourn, 

John Barleycorn! John Barleycorn! 


John Barleycorn! John Barleycorn! 
Thou'st given, for my devotion, 
A frame that’s prematurely worn. 
A soul that, with emotion, 
Looks back ward—upward—to the brain 
Whose talents, given by God in vain, 
Were wasted by thy curséd spell ; 
Looks forward—downward—to the hell 
To which I in thy bonds am borne, 
John Barleycorn! John Barleycorn ! 


—_——.--_——- 


MUSIC HATH CHARMS. 

TALK about the tortures of the Inquisition—bah! Tell us the 
horrors of the wheel, the thumb-screw, the rack, or any other of 
the coercive instruments employed in the good old days—bosh ! 
Just you call in on us one Sunday evening after church-time, when 
we're trying to evolve a few jokelets tor the next number of 
“ ALLY,” and we'll introduce you to a form of torture that knocks 
any of the old-fashioned wheezes into fits. They're a musical 
family next door—five or six grown-up gawky daughters, two 
weedy sons, a hoarse-voiced father, and a mother with a perpetual 
cold, They all go to church on Sunday evening, of course, and 
they bring home a half-blind aunt with them to supper, during 
the preparation of which festive meal the whole lot stand round a 
broken-winded harmonium and sing hymns, while the short- 
sighted aunt tries to pick out the tunes, Sing, did we say? You 
could grind coffee with any of their voices ; and, as to the har- 
monium—well, come and hear it, that’s all; the walls are so con- 
venicntly thin you can’t miss a note, and if you don't entertain 
quite a friendly fecling for the bagpipes ever afterwards, you don’t 
possess the smallest spark of gratitude in your nature, that’s all, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


“ComPANY in Distress”: The firm of X. Y. Z. and Co. going 
bankrupt. 

Tiik Church of England cannot cavil at novel-reading. It dis- 
tinctly encourages the study of Lytton-y compositions, 

A NEAR Relation: The story in the next column to this. 

Worip Without End: Worl. 

“THERE is 0 weigh that seemeth good untoa man”: but it's 
not the eighteen hundredweight of coal which is delivered to him 
aston. 
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SMYTHE. 
(A Story or MEDL&vAI. TIMES.) 


——— 


CHAPTER XII. 
TWO years have elapsed since John Smith, William Brown, and 
Albert Jones (which was the mime assumed by Marielda) had 
entered London, and a great 


change had come over their See 
fortunes since that time. Nua 


Brown's idea of going into 
the patent medicine business 
had borne great fruit, and 
already the three partners in 
the firm were reaping a rich 
reward for their enterprise. 
Bill Brown proved an admir- 
able business man, and was 
prolific of ideas for pushing 
the sale of their nostrums. 
He was the first to invent 
the useful sandwich man, and 
it was his idea from which 
sky signs were ultimately 
evolved, The pills and oint- 
ment—thanks to the skill of 
the junior partner, Jones— 
were something more than a 
mere name, although it 
might be due to Brown's 
enthusiastic optimism that 
there was no possible ill that 
they were not capable of dis- 
sipating. Testimonials had 
flowed in plentifully; and 
now the medicine flowed out 
in a steady way, that proved 
they had found favour in the 
sight of the great physic- 
swallowing public. 

One day, John Smith 
was going over the morn- 
ing’s correspondence, when 
he found a letter, which caused him to display cen 
siderable emotion. It merely contained the intimation that tha 
writer had been bitterly sick, that he had obtained a tx, Ad. box of 
the famous pills, and had been greatly relieved thereby. He, there 
fore, beg, that the firm should send on three of the largest sized 
boxes, for which he inclosed a crossed postal order in payment, and 
ie signed himself “Geoffrey De Smythe.” 

A tlow of fraternal feeling coursed through John Smith's veins as 
he read the familiar words, and he remembered the happy days he 
had spent in his brother's company, How he had been wont te 
take the biggest share of all the good things that were going, and 
how his younger brother ha. 
to be content with all his old 
clothes made over by the vil- 
lnge tailor. The rush of 
memories awoke in him a de- 
sire to once more see his 
father, his brother, and —he 
whispered to himself — the 
Lady Elfrida, True, he had, 
against her wish, sullied his 
hands with trade; would she 
forgive him? It was hard to 
Bi 


The useful sandwich man, 


ly. 

He was wealthy now; he 
could even retire from the 
tirm with a fortune, and no 
one would be the wiser in re- 
gard to how his money had 
been made, But he was_ too 
honest to dissemble. They 
might refuse to acknowledge 
him if they knew the truth, 
but, at least, they would know 
the truth. John Smith passed 
over the order for pills to the 
dispatch department of the 
establishment, and summoned 
a meeting of his partners. 
They came with alacrity, as 
they instinctively felt that the 
summons was unusual, 

“My friends,” said John 
Smith, “I have a confession 
to make to you. 1 have de- 
ceived you since we went in partnership.” : 

The other purtners merely listened expectantly, and did not 


A flow of fraternal fecling. 


speak. 
me The thought of the deception has played heavily upon my mind, 
and [am determined to make a confession.” an. 

“It is quite unusual, and very irregular,” said William Brown, 
“If you have been heavily let in by putting money on the wrong 
norse, you should at once bolt for South America, or elsewhere ; 
you should not wait to confess.” ; 

“ My deception has nothing to do with finance,” said John Smith. 
= The firm's books are all right.” nue 

“Then you shouldn't hang on such a gloomy face.” said Bill 
Brown, “even if you have a murder on your mind, There is noe 
nevd to look as solemn as 
if you had embezzled the 
price of two boxes of pills. 
Cheer up, man! cheer 
up!” 

“1 cannot cheer up till 
T have told youall. Know 
then the worst : my naine 
is not John Smith.” 

“Ha! no more is mine 
Bill Brown,” said Brown, 
arankly, 

“No more is mine Al- 
bert Jones,” said the junior 
partner. 

John Smith looked at 
each of his partners with 
astonishment, and con- 
tinued : 

“But I am_noble; my 
name is John De 
Smythe,” and he drew 
himself proudly up as he 
spoke the words, 

“That's right,” said 
Brown; “don't be 
ashamed of it. I wouldn't 
myself.” 

“Nay; but methinks 
my friends will beashamed 
of me because I have sul- 
lied my hands with trade. 
To-day [have learned my 
t brother is ill — 
sry ill; he has been taking eur pills, and has gained relief" 
“Hal said Albert Jones, * Geoffrey De Smythe ih.” 

*Yea, You know my brother's name? * std Joli De Sry the 
with surprise. 

“Yea, L know a scoundrel of tint pame f™ 
fiercely, 


“Thave a confession to make.” 


said Albert: fone. 


(To be continucd next week.) 
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THE “F.O.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. SUFFICIENT REASON. 


MANCHESTER "ag CANAL 
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No. 344.-Mnk. LEADER WILLIAMS, F.O.S. 


“Isa Lealer by name, Has been so ever since his birth. Is 
a Leader among men. Hae been so for many years, Was blessed Ndith. Are you engaged to Jack ? 
with the average number of parents. So, therefore, was enabled Clara. No "1 wanted to be different in some way to the rest of you girls. THE MERRY NIGHTMARE. 
to start life fairly and squarely. Spent most of his childhood's 
dy in dabbling a ee Roe duck poets: Pllire! 
still a youth, made h imself famous by connecting the family 
spirit vault with a local distillery. Was nuded to the skies an A GOOD TIME COMING. 
patronised by the neighbouring noblemen and gentry. Tem- 
perance advocates endeavoured to destroy him. By words. ’ i 
And by deeds, But without avail. Would have constructed - 
the Suez Canal. But was, unfortunately, forestalled b Lessepa. 4 
And some other fellows. Might have erected the Eiffel Tower. 
Had he thought it worth his time. But is not jealous of the 
reputation, Of either. Lesseps or Eiffel. Is quite satisfied 
with the laurel wreath awarded him. For his work in con- 
nection with the Manchester Canal. Chiefly because he is one 
of England's greatest engineers Lewler Williams was created 
F.OS., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented to him 
January 6th, 1894."—Debrett Improved, 


“Your friend has some wonderful tales of his shooting; he 


must be a fine shot.” “No, he's not a good shot, but he certainly 
is an excellent liar.” 


(1) Ball Ruraloote (10 his offspring). Yer ain't got no call to iouch yer‘at toa feller is missus, We don't warnt such fellers as ‘im at Mud En wen we gits the Parich 
like ‘im. 'E ain't nothink, on’y the squoire, an’ Oi shall be a Parish Council afore Council, Willum.—(4) “An’ this ‘cre fountain ‘Il ‘ave to go an’ all, Willum, to 
a week's out. Then we shall see co'l be marster! ‘That bloke ‘Il touch ‘is ‘at to me make room for two good pubs. —(5) “ Wot's that yer say? Sha‘n’t ‘ave the power ? 
then !—(2) “ Yus, it’s a noice corstle, ain't it? But Oi shall ‘ave it took away, yer Parish Council on’y a bit of kid to git my vote? Take that! Drat your impiddence ! 
know, and ‘ave the land laid hout for a recreashun ground with a food pub, wen they ‘This is all along o' the bloomin’ school board, wot makes yer think yer kndws more'n 
"tects me to the Parish Council, see ?——(3) “An’ Oi shall ‘ang the parzon ‘ere, and yer dad, who has brought yer up as a man should do!” 


A KNOWING BIRD. MORE PROFESSIONAL JEALOUSY. GIRLS SLOPER’S KISSED. 
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OOFED AND SPOOFED. 

New Barmaid, Let's sec, I don't think I gave you your 
change, did 1? 

Old Customer. Er—no, you didn't, my dear. 

New Barmatd. There! I felt surc I hadn't, because—you 
haven't paid me yet! 


Lady, Can Mr. Parrot speak ? 


‘ Dealer, Yes, ma'am. ‘Two languages. “That very tall man you were talking to just now was 
AT REHEARSAL. _ Ladu, Two? , ; Moutmorency Smith, wasn’t it? Can he act?" “Humph ! he is 
Maitre de Ballet, Now then, mesdemoiselles, like dat !—c'est ca! Dealer, Yes; English and his own. only fit to understudy a fire escape.” Helena. 
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